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A LITTLE GIRL IN A BIG WORLD 


Bessie Evans PretrinGer 


VI 


DRIAN was very much disappointed at not hay- 
ay ing seen her good friend, Mrs. Johnson, and 
ke was sadly grieved over the charred ruins of 

the cottage, in which she had met so much 
kindness during the years of her neglected childhood. 
Standing amid the fallen brick and ashes, viewing the 
desolation of her earliest memories, she felt for the first 
time the great change which had come over her life; 
she seemed to have been suddenly cut off from her old 
home and old friends, and a feeling almost as desolate 
and forsaken as the destroyed home stole into her heart. 
Her gray eyes filled, and she buried her face behind 
her white fur muff to hide the tears which would spill 
over in spite of a brave effort to keep them back. In 
her black velvet coat, and bonnet with blue satin rosettes, 
her white furs and big hair bows, she did not look like 
the tiny, forlorn creature who, but a few short months 
ago, was an object of pity to the people who lived in 
the neighborhood. 

Mrs. Temple saw the tears, and taking Adrian’s 
hand led her to the car, suggesting that it was time to 
return home, promising that Mr. Raymond would find 
Mrs. Johnson’s new home, and if it were not too far 
away they would go to see her some time soon. 

During the week which followed, every member of 
the family seemed to develop the detective fever to a 
surprising degree. Mrs. Temple wrote to her lawyer 
friend living in the South, and at considerable expense 
to herself, had him hunt up any information he might 
find concerning the La Verne family while they had 
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been living in the United States. Raymond put in his 
spare time looking for Mrs. Johnson, and Janette, the 
French nurse, not having found Miss Verna’s address, 
wrote to an old uncle living in France, while Raymond's 
wife encouraged Adrian to tell all she remembered of her 
early surroundings, in the hope of throwing more light 
upon the supposed relationship with the French family. 

Mrs. Temple and Adrian once more visited the or- 
phan asylum, but this time they went direct to the office, 
and after the superintendent had asked many questions, 
Mrs. Temple signed a paper which made her the legal 
guardian of the little orphan girl. Then Mrs. Maugre 
invited them into her private sitting room, where they 
drank tea, and Adrian was surprised to hear the matron’s 
voice sound quite as cheerful and pleasant as any she 
had ever heard; in fact, she was quite like other people, 
thought the child, as the two ladies conversed together. 

That same evening Raymond told his mother, on the 
telephone, that at last he had located the Johnson fam- 
ily on a small farm a number of miles distant, and that 
he was going over the next morning. 

“I’m going out in the car, although the country 
roads may be rather muddy,” said Raymond. “Do you 
and Adrian want to go with me?” 

“Yes, indeed we do,” replied his mother, ‘‘and we'll 
be ready to leave any hour you say.” 

“At nine, then, sharp! for it’s a long ride,’ and 
Raymond hung up the receiver. 

Adrian was filled with delight at the prospect of 
once more seeing her old friends, and could scarcely 
wait for the next day. 

“Just think,’ she told the Persian cat, “we will see 
Mrs. Johnson and maybe she'll have my books; they 
may not have been burned after all. She'll be glad to 
see me, too, and when I tell her that I am Mrs. Temple’s 
little girl now, she’ll just almost cry, she'll be so glad; 
and I know what she'll say! I know just ’zactly the 
very words she'll say!” 

The cat looked up with an inquiring “meow” and 
Adrian answered, “She will look at me and say, ‘Good 
things come to folks what expects'’em, and you never 
expected nothin’ but good so long’s I’ve known you.’ 
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And that’s just the truth, kitty; I always feel as if good 
things was pilin’ up for me, and it comes true every 
time! Now, when you're hungry, kitty dear, don’t you 
never go around cryin’ out your heart ‘cause nobody’ll 
feed you, but you just go and look in your pan and you'll 
most always find somebody’s gone and put milk in while 
you was away; and if they haven’t, then you just say 
to yourself, ‘They will put milk in before long, and sure 
enough it happens—but you've got to ’spect it, kitty, 
that’s part of the game—it’s just like touchin’ base ‘fore 
you're in free—you've got to ’spect "fore you get it.” 

At nine o'clock Adrian stood on the front porch, 
listening expectantly for Mr. Raymond’s horn to sound 
through the bank of fog which was so thick as to hide 
the houses across the street. Her black velvet coat was 
buttoned tightly to keep out the cold, a veil was tied 
tightly over the blue satin rosettes, heavy woolen mittens 
had taken the place of kid gloves, and she carried an 
extra cape, for it was to be a long, cold ride. 

The screeching groan of the horn sounded at last, 
and Mrs. Temple and Adrian were soon tucked into the 
back seat, while the big green car slid slowly and care- 
fully forward, feeling its way through the dense fog, 
now just missing a street car or grazing the curbstone. 
It was too cold to talk, and for an hour they moved 
slowly along in silence like a ghost in cloud-land. Ray- 
mond was not a careful driver, but even he was forced 
to check his desire for speed and center all his attention 
on the steering wheel. By eleven o'clock the fog had 
lifted and the sun came out smiling and warm. Some of 
the heavy wraps were removed and they took on more 
speed, racing along the river road with a merry whir of 
wheels. All went well until they turned north and en- 
tered the timber, then their trouble began. The rains 
had been heavy and the road was filled with ditches of 
mud and water. Down, down the tires would sink, and 
then with a puff and pull out they would come, carry- 
ing black mire and clay in chunks almost as big as the 
wheels themselves. Raymond would have turned back, 
but it was too late; the road was too narrow and the 
trees too thick. Forward they must go, whether they 
wished to or not. 
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At noon they seemed to be out of reach of everybody 
and everything, especially a good hot lunch for which 
they were all longing. A morning in the cold, bracing 
air had produced an appetite which could not be satis- 
fied on mud and scenery, and the good old car was grow- 
ing more helpless every rod. 

The perspiration was standing on Raymond’s face, 
and his expression was more that of impatience than 
anxiety. At last he lost patience altogether, and, with an 
exclamation of disgust, gave the wheel a vicious turn 
which must have discouraged the poor car that had been 
doing its very best in spite of appearances, for it stopped: 
dead still, and there it stood. No amount of coaxing or 
tinkering could make it budge an inch! The tires sank 
deeper and deeper into the mud, while the sun shone, 
the birds sang and the pussy-willows purred softly in the 
warm, gentle breeze. By three o’clock Mrs. Temple and 
Adrian were nibbling some soggy hazelnuts they had 
found on the ground, being particular in the meanwhile 
to keep out of the sound of Raymond’s heated remarks, 
which were being addressed in turn, first to the car and 
then to the mud. By five it was getting quite dark and 
the two, snuggled together in the back seat, hugged each 
other to keep warm, and wondered whether Raymond 
would ever return. By six it was very dark. They were 
still in the back seat and were moving forward, oh, so 
slowly, drawn by four big farm horses. At seven they 
were eating the best dinner they had ever tasted in their 
lives, although it consisted of but bread and butter, fried 
eggs and strong coffee. 

“Ain’t this bed the best ever?” asked Adrian at 
eight o’clock. “I ain’t never slept in nothing so soft, not 
even to your house!” while Mrs. Temple replied, “Adrian, 
your grammar is entirely wrong, but after all it is the 
idea that counts, and in this case your idea is absolutely 
correct!” 

(To be continued.) 


“A soft answer turneth away wrath.” It is just as 
easy to be happy if you will but cultivate the smile habit. 
Take the “Laugh Cure” and see how joyous every min- 
ute is. 
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She knew that he would, when his black eyes looked 
at her eagerly, as he inquired “Sure?” 

“Honest Injun,” she said, falling into schoolboy 
lingo, as she smiled down at him. “And Bob may study 
with you, if he wishes to.” 

Dan’s eyes sparkled, for he and Bob had often talked 
of studying together and “surprising some of those fel- 
lows, who seemed to think all the brains went with good 
clothes,” and here was the very chance, if he would only 
swallow his pride and anger, and it was far better than 
going to school to be the butt of the other fellows. 

Dan lay watching her, and wondering why he had 
ever felt hard towards her, when he could remember noth- 
ing but kindness and words that showed she understood 
and was willing and anxious to help him, and how it was 
that a boy’s own father should not be able to understand 
him better than any stepmother possibly could. 

“Do you like my plan, Dan?” she asked, trying to 
help him give verbal expression to the assent she saw 
shining in his eyes. 

“You'd better believe I do,” he exclaimed, jumping 
up and flushing deeply, as he held out his hand, “and you 
bet I'll put no more slate in the coalbin or tar on the 
henhouse, and I'll get Bob right over here to help get 
that stone out of the cistern pump we put in, so ’twould 
bother you—I ’spose you didn’t know just how mean I 
was when you offered to teach us,” he added, looking at 
her ruefully. 

Mrs. Baker’s eyes twinkled, as she took the out- 
stretched hand. “I’ve been a schoolma’am, Dan, and they 
are said to have eyes in the back of their heads, you know. 
After you and Bob fix the pump you had better clean the 
rubbish out of that room off the sitting room, and we will 
use it for a schoolroom, and begin lessons this very after- 
noon; for during the five months left of this school year 


. 
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and the long summer vacation, I want you to review your 
studies, and make a grade also, that you may be able to 
enter school next fall with Tom Henly and Frank Nixon. 
They are both older than you are, and have been out of 
school too, but the principal told them that they could 
make up a grade by studying hard, and surely you and 
Bob can do the same.” 

“You bet we will, and more too, for we'll get up at 
four in the morning and study like thunder, Saturdays 
and all. Bob and I always learnt easy, and used to help 
Tom get his ’rithmetic, so it’s a go,’ and the mutiny, 
which had come into Dan’s eyes at the mention of school 
next fall, merged into a determined “do or die’ expres- 
sion, as he rushed out the door and over to Bob’s house. 
Some hours later the two boys were hard at work over 
their lesson in a cozy little room, and Mrs. Baker sat 
near, patching some pants for Dan, and giving the boys 
a helping word now and then, as they tried to master 
some difficult lesson. 

The rest of the school year, and during the long, 
hot vacation, the boys studied faithfully, and Mrs. Baker 
as patiently and faithfully helped them, until she had 
her reward in knowing the boys had not only done all 
that she had planned for them, but “more too,” as Dan 
had said, for they had learnt to go to the Source of all 
knowledge, when lessons seemed impossible to get. 

Mrs. Baker had early taught them the importance 
of sitting in silence and holding the thought, “God is my 
intelligence and his wisdom is guiding me,” when they 
felt discouraged, and somehow, all lessons seemed much 
easier afterwards. 

With a natural ability to learn readily they coupled 
a determination to succeed that enabled them to resist 
all temptations to fish, play ball, or spend their time in 
games, and when Mrs. Baker, fearing that they were 
over-zealous, sent them off for long walks, they would 
ask each other questions about lessons or spell words 
until it would seem that they were “steeped in study,” 
as Bob said. 

Mrs. Baker was a proud and happy woman the day 
Bob and Dan passed the examinations, and were allowed 
to enter the same grade with Tom and Frank. To be 
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sure most of the class were younger than they, but Tom 
and Frank were not, and she knew that Dan and Bob 
meant to work hard Saturdays and vacations until they 
could enter their old class again. 

Mr. Baker was proud of his wife and of Dan, too, 
but fearing that he might say the wrong thing to Dan, 
had been very careful about saying anything more about 
school during the summer; but he was not blind to the 
boy’s progress and noted Dan’s improvement in speech 
and manners, and his heart grew very loving towards 
him. 

Dan, feeling this in some way, felt drawn to his 
father, who thus learned that in reaching out in love, 
love flowed unto him, for his boy no longer shunned him 
as of old. 

The first two or three weeks of school passed pleas- 
antly, as both teacher and principal knew of and ap- 
preciated the boys’ hard work, and encouraged them in 
many ways; and the other pupils found it so hard to 
bind their unruly limbs and minds down to rules and 
lessons, after so long a vacation, that they cared little to 
plague the boys. 

The younger pupils liked them, and as soon as the 
older ones found that they always came to their classes 
with well prepared lessons, they paid no attention to 
them beyond a few curious glances, so “It was easy sail- 
ing,” Dan announced to his father at the end of the third 
week. 

But he spoke too soon, for the next week, as Mrs. 
Baker sat sewing, she heard loud laughing and singing, 
and then Dan’s angry voice. Looking out of the window 
she saw him in the midst of boys, who were circling 
around him and singing at the top of their voices: 

“Dan, Dan, the deacon’s son, 
Skipped a grade and school begun.” 

Mrs. Baker stepped to the door and the boys sud- 
denly fled in all directions, while Dan entered the house 
with flashing eyes. 

“T’d just like to show ’em, but they don’t dare come 
one at a time, the cowardly sneaks.” 

“Don’t say any more now, Dan, but sit in silence 
a few minutes, and then tell me what brought it about.” 
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“Nothing or nobody brought it about; they do it to 
everybody in the lower classes. They got Bob, too, but 
he jigged for them, so they let him go; but Father 
wouldn’t let me learn to jig, so I had to stay in that 
ring until I did something.” 

“Is that all the boys do? Are they never rough?” 
asked Mrs. Baker, looking at Dan thoughtfully. 

“No-o, they only tease and jeer at a fellow and try 
to get some fun out of him. If he’s jolly, like Bob, he 
gets off easy, but I get so mad, and now they’ve found 
it out, I'll have no peace in school or out, and I’ll leave 
before I'll stand it long.” 

“Would they do the same if you were in their 
classes?” 

“Would they,” said Dan. “No, the class stand by 
each other.” 

“Well, Dan, you could not possibly get in their 
class this year, and in the meantime, as you cannot jig, 
suppose -I teach you to speak or sing, so that you may 
surprise those boys; you have a good voice, and I know 
both songs and pieces that would please them.” 

“Do you think I'll baby them that way?” asked 
Dan, angrily. “They'd be sure to think I was afraid 
of them.” 

“There is a difference between being laughed at and 
laughed with, Dan, as well as being behind your classes, 
and having all the pupils your friends, who know that 
you are a good speaker. or singer or being the butt of all 
their jokes this year,’ said Mrs. Baker earnestly. ‘“‘Re- 
member that the remedy for all discord is harmony, and 
that lies within yourself. Think of Him who said, ‘And 
whosoever shall compel thee to go a mile, go with him 
twain.’ ” 

After some prayerful thinking Dan agreed with her, 
and before school the next day delighted her by giving 
his version of an old, yet ever new piece, in Dutch dia- 
lect, in a manner sure to win its way to the hearts of 
boys not over apt to be critical. 

“Bravo, Dan,” said Mrs. Baker, patting him on 
the shoulder. “Hold your temper and we'll see what 
you think about quitting school tonight.” After school 
Bob came rushing in with shining eyes and almost breath- 
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less. “You just ought to hear those boys cheer for Dan. 
They tackled us again after school, and I got off with a 
jig; then they went for Dan, and you ought to have 
seen their eyes bung out when Dan hollered ‘I can’t jig, 
boys, but I'll speak a piece,’ and then he began to give 
them.that piece about a Dutchman setting the hen. The 
boys kept nudgin’ each other to keep still, and Sam 
Heath just lay down on the ground, he got so weak 
laughing, and then they made Dan stand on a box and 
give it all over again, because some of them only heard 
part of it. I tell you it was rich.” 

“Oh, and what then?” asked Mrs. Baker. 

“Well, they gave three cheers for Dan, and nom- 
inated him to speak it for them again at their Star and 
Stripe Society on Friday, and he said that he would, so 
they gave him three more cheers and the class grip. 
Cracky, but I'll bet his fingers will be lame by now!” 

Dan came home, looking excited and happy, for he 
had won the victory, first over himself, and then over his 
schoolmates; he also realized what a help Mrs. Baker 
had been, and going over to her, he gave her a loving 
look, as he timidly kissed her cheek. 

From that time he was a favorite among his school- 
mates, who often circled about him to hear some of his 
pieces; and the girls’ favorite song seemed to be, “Dare 
to Be a Daniel,” so frequently did they call for it for a 
morning song. 

’Tis needless to add that Dan kept his place at the 
head of his class, and by hard study during the year was 
able to re-enter his old grade the next fall, with Bob by 
his side, of course. Here they continued to work as hard 
and faithfully as before, and soon became the leaders of 
their old class. 

Bob’s mother became aware that she had a son to 
be proud of, and after that it would have been hard to 
find a cleaner or better dressed boy in that school. 

The boys were always so eager and willing to help 
others, who seemed to be backward or discouraged, that 
the teacher declared they seemed to fairly radiate har- 
mony and good will, even in their play; and here again 
Mrs. Baker found that her uncertain beginning had 
widened into a far-reaching ending. 
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And for that matter, who can tell what good the in- 
fluence of two such boys as Dan and Bob will have in 
that school for years to come, as well as their example to 
the younger ones in their own homes? 


MUSIC LESSONS FOR THE CHILDREN 


Harriet SEYMouR 


Do you study music? 

What does it mean to you? 

Do you love it? 

Does it make you happier and better? 

Are you acquainted with the “singing fairy’’ who 
lives with you and is waiting to enchant you with lovely 
little tunes if you will only get quiet and listen? ° 

We are just beginning to realize how happy music 
can make us. It is one of God’s most beautiful gifts, and 
through- studying it we become more sympathetic and 
loving. It makes our characters stronger. How? Well, 
let us begin at the beginning and suppose that you are 
taking your first lesson. You would like to play one of 
the lovely Beethoven sonatas, or Chopin waltzes, that 
some one bigger and older has played to you. But oh, 
how difficult to make even one finger go the way you want 
it to! Start with silence; not a sound from the piano— 
just a musical thought in your own mind. Listen! Can 
you hear high and low? Can you sing the tune you in- 
wardly hear? Try very, very simple ones at first—like 
this— 


AS 
va 

If you can hear one you can hear dozens and dozens. 
All you have to do is to be still and listen. 

Perhaps you thought that learning to play the piano 
was just learning to move your fingers quickly over the 
keys. It is just like everything else. There is an inside 
and an outside, and the inside is the most important. 
Within each one of us there is the perfect music, singing 
all day long, begging us to listen and be happy. In- 
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stead we go to the outside of it, making such a noise that 
only the outside is heard, and the happy inside music 
has no chance. This is why so many people do not like 
to hear piano playing—it means nothing—it comes from 
the outside and not from the inside. When you begin to 
listen and hear even one little tune and can sing it and 
pick it out on the piano, you have begun to unlock your 
musical treasure-box. 

Then, having decided to learn in this true way to ex- 
press the music that is singing in you, you will not find 
the rest so difficult. What is called technique is simply 
learning to control the hands and arms with your mind. 
When you practice a five-finger exercise thoughtfully you 
are doing two things: fitting your fingers to play the 
piano, and making your character stronger by controlling 
your mind and body. 

One little girl, who has learned to play very well, 
says that before she realized that thinking and playing 
went together, used to write her compositions mentally 
while she wiggled her fingers. This is the reason why 
it so often takes a long time and so many hours practice 
to learn to play. Make up your mind just what you 
want your fingers to do and think of it all the time. Say- 
ing the words is a good thing, such as “Fingers, strong 
fingers, free fingers,” ete. 

Thus you will grow inwardly each time you prac- 
tice, and music will help you to realize more and more 
that the “kingdom of heaven is within.” 


BIRD LETTERS 
Washington, D. C. 
Dear friend Robin: 

As you see, we are at Washington, afraid to go on with 
our journey to Hartford because we have heard that you. have 
snow there. Will you write to us as soon as it is gone, so we 
can continue our journey north? While we have been detained 
here we have visited many places of interest, such as the Capitol, 
the White House, the Washington Monument, the museums 
and other places of interest. Yesterday we saw the president 
drive by in his carriage. Yours truly, Bluebird. 

March 29, 1911. 
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Bushnell Park, Hartford, Conn. 
Dear friend Bluebird: 

You can safely come now, as we have had no difficulty in 
finding insects and worms, and the maple trees are beginning to 
bud. Today we are having a shower, but that will only bring the 
flowers along the faster. I had a letter yesterday from a friend 
who has ventured up into Vermont. While the snow still lingers 
in places, he says the sap is running and that they are busily 
engaged in making maple sugar. I have already chosen my 
mate and the place for my nest, but we both think it too early 
to begin building the nest. Yours truly, Robin. 

April 10, 1911. 

Pope’s Park, Hartford, Conn. 
Dear friend Oriole: 

You will be interested to know, perhaps, what we have been 
doing since we came north. Mrs. Bluebird and myself have 
already started housekeeping. We have selected a deserted 
woodpecker’s hole for our nest and lined it with dry grass. 
Mrs. Bluebird is very proud of a beautiful greenish-blue egg 
laid yesterday. All New England is waking up to the beauty 
and the activity of the springtime. The farmer has begun to 
plow his fields, and the lumbermen have started their logs down 
the streams, the hepaticas, bloodroots, Dutchmen’s breeches and 
saxifrage are in blossom. We will look for you next month, and 
shall expect to hear from you in the meantime. 

Yours truly, Bluebird. 

April 16, 1911. 

Central Park, New York City. 
Dear friend Grosbeak: 

New York looks about as it did last summer. We arrived 
here about May first and have been very busy sight-seeing. 
My mate.and I have decided on a fine old elm-tree overlooking 
one of the ponds for our nest, and have about four inches of it 
already woven. We found some bright yellow worsted and 
some fine hair which worked in very nicely with the gray plant 
fibers. The cherry trees are all in blossom, and it seems as if 
we must sing all the time from mere joy. Shall expect you very 
soon now. Baltimore Oriole. 

May 7, 1911. 


Speak kindly, dear, and see how lovely all the world 
appears. Be sweet and everyone is kind. 


WEE WISDOM 15 - 


WEE WISDOM BOOSTERS’ CLUB 

a Royal, Secretary 

XS. 


Another month has passed already, and here we are 
gathered at the Club Meeting to talk things over and 
get acquainted. Gracious, but what a nice lot of Wees 
we have this month. I believe that I promised at this 
meeting to tell about the Boosters’ Club. So many Wees 
are still asking to be charter members that I hardly feel 
like stopping the list of charter members, so we shall 
not read the list of members until our next meeting. If 
you are not a charter member now, you had better send 
in your name as soon as possible. 

Now, this Boosters’ Club is a club whose object is 
to gather more Wees to the fold, so that Wer Wispom 
may be made bigger, more interesting, and more widely 
read. 

To do this, the general idea is to have little local 
clubs of Wees in each town, who will have meetings and 
form Truth Clubs all over the world. 

In Brandy City there is such a club, which calls 
itself the Crystal Truth Club. It has a pin, and a rub- 
ber stamp which the secretary stamps on all the letters 
that he writes to Wer Wispom. The club is just like a 
grown-up club, and the Wees are able to discuss the 
stories in Wee Wispom and get their friends interested 
in her teachings. The More Love Club is much like the 
Crystal Truth Club. 

The secretary of each local club will write a letter 
once a month to Wer Wispom and tell all the Wees about 
their work, and so we shall have a meeting of all the 
clubs once a month, and instead of hearing about just 
one little girl or boy in each letter, we shall hear about 
many of them. 

See what a nice report the Crystal Truth Club has. 

Brandy City, Cal. 
Dear Were Wispom—The Crystal Truth Club voted that 
they want to join the Boosters’ Club. Please tell us what to do. 
We have a club pin, a little brass one, of the three wise mon- 
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keys, who see no evil, hear no evil and speak no evil; only the 
Good is true. But we would like to wear a Boosters’ pin, if 
you get one. We find it a little hard, sometimes, to keep up 
with our monkeys, but we are trying to. Here is our yell: 
“Aha! Ah! Ah! 
Here with the goods 
We are, we are— 
The Wees in the woods!” 
Love to all the Wees everywhere. 
D. V. Strandberg, Sec., 
R. J. Taylor, Asst. Sec. 


OUR CLUB SONG 
Everybody take the laugh cure and boost for 1912. 
(Tune, “Mary’s William Goat.”) 


THE LAUGH CURE. 
Take a good laugh mornings, 
Take one noon and night, 
Take some in between times, 
*Twill make your blood flow right. 


Chorus: Hoop de doodle, doodle do, 
Hoop de doodle, doodle do, 
Doodle do, doodle do; 
Hoop de doodle, doodle dec 
Only the Good is true. 


Happiness is catching— 
Gladness fills the air; 

Laugh and you'll be stirring 
Health-germs everywhere. 


Chorus: 


We all take the laugh cure; 
Sure to keep us well; ; 
Turns the corners of your mouth 

So every one can tell. 


Chorus: 


Isn’t that a cute report? Now if we have Truth 
Clubs all over the world which write letters like that we 
shall have real live meetings, and each month we shall 
all eagerly come to hear what all the other clubs are 
doing. Were Wispom will help you organize a club, and 
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will give you a stamp and assist you in obtaining pins. 
What do you think of the pins with the three monkeys on 
them? Aren’t they cute? When you start a club, send 
us the list of members, and we shall print them along 
with the club’s name and motto. You may call yourself 
any name you choose, and all your members will be mem- 
bers of the Boosters’ Club, which will see to the spread- 
ing of Love to all the little folks in the world. 
Rowena seems to have a word for us. What is it, 
Rowena? 
Lioga, Lioga Co., Pa. 

Dear Wer Wisvom—Today mother has been reading to me 
in the first number of the magazine, and she read all about 
the club, and I am anxious to become a charter member, too. 
My full name is Rowena Louise Vrill, and sometimes the 
members of my family call me “Wees,” so I have been a “Wee” 
for eight years, ever since I was born. I am in the third 
grade, and I live in the street with the school, so I have only 
a short walk. There are six in our family. They are grand- 
father, mother, daddy, Catherine (aged eleven), and Lon 
Moore, Jr. (aged four). We have always been happy, but 
more so since mother began taking Unity. We all love that 
magazine; that is why mother is taking Wee Wispom for me. 
We are all so interested in Adrian La Verne that we can 
hardly wait for the March number of Wee Wispom. Is there 
any fee connected with joining the Boosters’ Club? If so, I 
will send mine as soon as you notify me. With good wishes 
for the success of our club, I am, 

Yours loving member, Rowena Louise Vrill, 


We welcome you as a member of the Boosters’ Club 
and know that you will make an active worker, because 
you have known Were Wispom always and want to make 
her grow. No, there is no membership fee. 


Joyce wants to say something. I believe that she 
wants to be a Booster. 


Vancouver, B. C. 

_ Dear Wee Wispom—I am sending in my subscription for 
Wee Wispom to visit me another year, as I find I cannot do 
without it. And could I be a member of the Boosters’ Club? 
We have had quite deep snow, and I have had great fun coast- 
ing with some of my friends. We have had lovely long holi- 
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days, as school broke up on the 20th of December and we go 
in again on the 17th of January. I had a lovely Christmas, 
and out of one of the books I got, I am inclosing a poem which 


was in it: 
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“Do any hearts beat faster, 

Do any faces brighten, 

To hear your footsteps on the stair, 
To meet you, greet you, anywhere? 
Are you so like your Master 

Dark shadows to enlighten? 

Are any happier today 

Through words they have heard you say? 
Life were not worth the living, 

If no one were the better 

For having met you on the way, 

And known the sunshine of your stay.” 


With much love to all the Wees, from Joyce Hawley. 


See, didn’t I tell you that she wanted to be a mem- 
ber of the Boosters’ Club? That is a very nice poem 
you have given us, Joyce. Your book must be a fine 
source of good thoughts. 

Gracious! Florence, Cecil, Vergie, and Clara are 
all trying to speak at once. I guess that we shall have 
to let them do it, as they all seem to have husky voices. 


Togo, Sask., Canada. 


Dear Were Wispom—How are all the Wees and Blanche? 
We would like to become members of the Boosters’ Club. We 
all like the story of “A Little Girl in a Big World.” With 
much love to all the Wees and Mrs. Fillmure, your loving 


Wees, 


Florence, Cecil, Vergie and Clara Wager. 


Sure, you can all be members! We know that you 
will be live ones. 
Grace has something to say also. 


Brandy City, Cal. 


Dear Wer Wispom—This is my first letter to you. You 
have been a birthday present to me, and I like you very much. 
I would like to be a Booster very much. I wish.I could see 
little Wee Curtis. I am nine years old and am in the fifth 
grade. I go to the Crystal Truth Club. I like the story, “A 
Little Girl in a Big World,” and also enjoy the Wee’s letters. 


Love to all the Wees. Grace Taylor. 
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Well, Grace, I guess that your wish is fulfilled, as 
we have three pictures of Wee Curtis at this meeting. 
How do you like him? Isn’t he a fine big boy? 

Hello, another Wee from Brandy City has some- 
thing to say. What is it, Lurene? 


Brandy City, Cal. 
rg Dear Wee Wispom—This is my first 
( — letter. What I have seen of you I like 


sf; much, I think it would be fun to 
q be a Booster. I am sending a picture 
{ :, of my walking dog. He is a funny lit- 
tap %” tle fellow. How I wish I- could see Wee 
. Beautiful 7 Curtis. I like the story of “A Little 
Girl in a Big World.” Love to all the 

Wees. Lurene Hayes. 

P. S.—My dog’s name is Beautiful Joe. 


Isn't Beautiful Joe a cute dog? Lurene has drawn 
such a nice picture. 
Here is Regna, who used to live in Kansas City. 
Los Angeles, Cal. 
Dear Were Wispom—This is the first letter that I have 
written to you. I am now living in Los Angeles, and going to 
the Home of Truth Sunday School. I like it fine. When we 
have gone fifty Sundays, we get a Bible. I used to go to the 
Unity Sunday School, when I lived in Kansas City, and Mrs. 
Blanche Haseltine was my teacher. Will close, sending lots of 
love to all the Wees, especially to Wee Curtis. 
Regna Ashley. 


We are mighty glad to hear from you, Regna. 

Wee Wee has a word for us. She seems to want to 
tell it just to Miss Shanklin, but we shall overhear it, 
anyway. 

Hiwassee Island. 

I read the “Treasure-Box” when it ran through Wee W1s- 
nom, and to have it now in book form, and illustrated, is a 
pleasure indeed. I think Rick has caught all the quaintness of 
the story in his illustrations. They are beautiful; they simply 
belong to “Treasure-Box.” I hope Miss Shanklin will give us 
other stories through Wee Wispom during the year 1912. I am 
now back at my school work. The holiday season was full of 
happiness. ° Wee Wee Benham. 
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ADDA BOWES 
AND HER VALENTINE 
TO WEE WISDOM 


Somebody sends this wise owl, 
With a message fond and 
true; 
Somebody gave him your ad- 
dress— 
But who was it? Whoo? 


Whoo? 


Since we have last heard from Margaret, she has 
gone away off into Mexico. She has a nice little message 
for us, however. 

Pearson, Chi., Old Mezico. 
Dear Were Wispom—lI am a little girl eight years old. I 
live in New Orleans, La. My grandpapa gave you to me for 
Christmas. I am now away out in Old Mexico. My daddy is 
building a big monorail for the Madera Lumber Company, so 
my mother and myself are out here with him. This is a very 
different country from our dear United States. They are 
fighting in Mexico now. The soldiers captured Pearson, Thurs- 
day. I was so afraid of them, but they did not harm the 
Americans. Please send Wee Wispom to me at New Orleans, 
as my grandmamma will send it on to me as long as we are 
out here. I like the little letters so much, and the story, “The 

Lady of Love.” Love to all the Wees, Margaret Waddell. 


Florence wants to be a booster. Don’t you, Flor- 
ence? 


WEE WISDOM 21 


North Yakima, Wash. 
Dear Wet Wisvom—tThis is the first time I have written 
to you, though you have been coming to me for two years. I 
like you real well and wish you could come oftener. I am 
twelve years old and in the eighth grade at school. We have 
very good times there and everywhere. I read all that mother 
will let me, as we have a large library. About a year ago, I 
was writing with an indelible pencil when the point broke off 
and flew into one of my eyes and melted. I had to go to a 
doctor for a long time and_ still it did not get well. I was 
afraid I could not go to school when it began in the fall. Then 
mother asked me what was the use of saying “I am well and 
strong and happy, without believing it?” So I forgot all about 
my eye being sore, and it got well. I would like to join the 
Boosters’ Club, and would be pleased if some of the Wees would 
write to me. How is Wee Curtis and his mother and father? 
Now I must close; with heaps of love to all the Wees, I re- 

main, Your loving Wee, Florence Williams. 


That is good, Florence. You have the right idea. 
You must not remember your troubles when you deny 
them. You must forget them. 


Ernest wants to say something about what he is 
doing up in Michigan. 
West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Mrs. Fillmore—We have Sunday School every Sun- 
day at home because my mother is the only New Thought per- 
son in town. She reads Wee Wispom stories to us, and we 
study the lessons and are learning how to go into the silence, 
when we need help or feel sick. This mother got me out of 
the county house, because they were going to send me to Cold- 
water, and she thought some one would get me who would not 
treat me good. I have been here almost four years, now. I am 
seven years old and am in the first grade at school. I was in 
the primary last year. This mother took a little girl last win- 
ter, too. Her name was Virginia Patterson. She was nine 
years old. Mother says we are both God’s children and he 
will help her take care of us, and she is going to see what New 
Thought teaching will do for us. I know it helps me to be 
a better boy and get my lessons. I wrote this letter myself and 
asked my mother how to spell the words. I started to write 
ietters when I was five years old and I can write long ones now, 
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too long, mother says, so I will say good-bye. 
Ernest P. Baltzell. 


Just see what a cute group are coming to let us see 
them. I do believe that it is the More Love Society. 
Yes it is. Welcome, Wees. Let’s hear from you. 

Shawnee, Okla. 
Dear Wees—tThis is the picture of the Society of Wees in 
Shawnee, Oklahoma. We are Mary Hunter Stevens, Muriel 
De Witt, Francis Cam- 
eron and Ruth Cam- 
eron. Perhaps you will 
wonder why we have 
such a large number of 
dolls with us. It is be- 
cause we belong to the 
“More Love Society,” 
which was explained in 
the birthday number of 
Wee Wispom. Two of 
the members of this So- 
ciety, whom are 
very proud of, are not 
in this picture. They 
are Wee Wee Benham, 
who has written such delightful letters to Wee Wispom, and 
Louise Stevens of Texas. If any Wees wish to write to us, 

they will reach us if addressed to Muriel De Witt, 
Box 1, Route 2, Shawnee, Okla. 


Some of you Wees be sure to write to the girls. 
They will tell you what fun a club is. 
Raymond has a good suggestion. What is it, Ray- 
mond? 
Harlingen, Texas. 
Dear Wee Wisvom—This is the first time I have written to 
you. I have taken you one year and enjoy reading you very 
much. I wish you were larger. Let’s each one try to send two 
new subscribers apiece, this month. I have a pony; I ride him 
to school and work him to the buggy sometimes. I have a faith- 
ful dog, named Rover. I did have a pet hen, but the coyotes 
came one night and got her. We have a fine time here, bathing 
in the Arroa. It is salt water. We have a spring board to 
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dive into deep water. We boys have a fine time ducking one 
another. We have a nice, warm climate here. I have only 
one brother and no sisters. I sent Wrz Wispom to my cousin; 
she thinks it is so nice. I close with best wishes for all the 
Wees to succeed in getting Wee Wispom larger. This is a 
little verse I like: 
“No one can hide God’s ‘Truth, 
It shines through darkest night; 
And if we trust the Christ within, 
He’ll lead us to the light.” 
Raymond Corbin. - 


That is good. If each Wee would get a friend in- 
terested in Wee Wispom just think what a nice big club 
we could have. 

Helen has a cute little story for us. 

; Stonycroft Farm, Wilbraham, Mass. 
Dear Wer Wispom—Time does fly around here. We went 
coasting last evening, and it was fine. I happened to find a 
little saying; here it is, and also “Four Friends”: 
How He Changes His Sermons 
“A litle girl of twelve years, the daughter of a clergyman, 
was asked, “Sadie, does you papa ever preach the same sermon 


The Four Friends 
twice?” After thinking a moment, Sadie replied, “Yes, I think 
he does, but I think he hollers in different places.” 
Lovingly, Helen E. Hardy. 


Elizabeth Anthony wants us to visit her another 
vear, and sends us a litle verse. 
Work while you work, play while you play, 
That is the way to be happy and gay. 


Such a crowd of Wees who want to say “Hello” to 
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you! There is Narcissa Kleber, Bernetta Thomason, 
Rhea Van Auken, Colonel Waldron, Merle Gainer, Grace 
Taylor, Hope Heady Hare, Sylvia Woodard, and Clar- 
ence Ashenfelter. My, but they are a fine bunch of 
Wees! 

Prudena Cushman, 1517 Filbert St., Oakland, Cal., 
would like to have any Wees who would like a good cor- 
respondent, write her. Bernice A. Beck, Chualar, Cal., 
Box 46, would like to hear from Wees also. 

Miss Inez E. Ward sends greetings also. She is 
a school teacher in LeRoy, Kan., and has a class of 
twenty-seven Wees. She reads Wee Wispom to them 
every month. Isn’t that fine? Laurence Brooks tells 
how his parrot plays hide and seek with him and says 
“All ain’t ready, holler ‘I.’ ” 

Helen Powell tells us that she has organized “Sun- 
beams,” but she fails to explain what the club is. Tell 
us all about it for next month, Helen. All the Wees 
would like to hear about it. 

Julia Eggen has a nice story, which will be given 
you at one of our meetings in the near future. Lynda 
Baker tells us all about her Christ- 
mas presents. I wish that we had 
time to listen to all these Wee letters. 
Elvera Hewald wants Wee Wispom 
another year, and says that she likes 
stories best. Rachel Hall also likes 
stories best. Mary Emily Riser (six 
years) sends a letter dictated to her 
aunt, and tells us that she likes pic- 
tures and stories. Eula Fredrickson 

- has copied all of that cute little 
Lynda Baker poem, “The Night Before Christ- 
mas,” and sent it to us. It is so far 
past Christmas that I am afraid that it is a little out of 
season. 

James Milton Wells has a nice little letter about his 
pets. Here is a cute valentine from Ezelle Robertson. 
How dear it is, for she made it with her own little hands. 
And another valentine from Frances Parker. She wants 
to be a club member. Of course you can be a member, 
Frances. 
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Here are a bunch of Wees who want to belong to the 
Boosters’ Club. Vera Jessie Cates of Pueblo, Leona 
Timmons of Summan, Ind., Annabel Wheaton of Ar- 
lington, Mass., and Beulah Makepeace of Mansfield, 
Mass., who wants the paper larger. Evelyn Stark, Med- 
ford, Minn., also wants it larger. Carrie M. Wilson, 
Erina, Neb., Box 36, would like to have all the Wees 
write to her. 

What a nice big club the Boosters are getting to be! 
I believe that the Wees would like to have real sure 
enough clubs all over the country, and write to one an- 
other and write to Wee Wispom. Wouldn’t that be fun? 
Now, it is easy to do, if you will only get your friends 
interested in it. “Playing house” and “playing school” 
‘gets tiresome. The Wee Club would always have inter- 
est, because it would be just like playing with all the 
Wees in the world, for you would hear from them often 
and would write to them often. 

I have such a pleasant surprise for you at next 
meeting. I know that you will like it. It is the most 
lovable littlhe—I nearly gave the secret away, but just 
wait and next month you shall see what it is. 

It is so nice to hear from all the Wees. This month 
we got so many letters that we could not show them all 
to you, but we sent the writers extra copies of Wer Wis- 
pom and know that they will give them to some little 
friend who will enjoy reading them. 

If you get your name in now you can still be a char- 
ter member of the Boosters’ Club, but we must limit our 
charter members, so this will be the last chance. Of 
course you can be a member any time, but—well, I 
mustn't give it away. You shall have to wait until 
next month. 


Now I lay me down to rest, 
Love folds ‘round my little nest; 
Like the wee bird in the tree, 


God's great care is over me. 
Glad and well I will awake, 
And do my best for dear Lord’s sake. 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 10, March 10 
JESUS, THE HEALER.—Mark 12: 29-45; Matt. 4: 23-25. 


Golden Text: “Himself took our infirmities, and bear our 
sicknesses.”—Matt. 8:17. 


This lesson tells how Jesus healed Simon’s wife’s mother, 
who lay sick of a fever. She got up from her bed and minis- 
tered unto Jesus and his disciples. That evening at sunset all 
the people who were sick were brought to Jesus and he healed 
them. Next day he left Simon’s house and traveled through 
Galilee, healing and teaching as he went. One day a leper 
came to him, crying: “If thou wilt, thou canst make me clean,” 
and Jesus laid his hand on the leper, saying, “I will, be thou 
clean.” The man was at once made well and went away re- 
joicing. 

If the boy Jesus, whom we remember in the temple with the 
wise men, had, as he grew to manhood, allowed his knowledge 
to lay idle in his mind, and had never practiced what he knew 
was Truth, we would not read his life so earnestly now. Wis- 
dom and knowledge were given him to use and he made the 
most of them. 

The knowledge of the true way to live, which we are learn- 
ing all the time, is given us to use. We go to Sunday School 
and learn that God meant us to be healthy and happy, and 
that by holding the right thoughts in our minds we can be so. 
If we do not use that knowledge to help ourselves and others 
to lead more pleasant lives, we might better not know the 
Truth. It is useless to store our minds with theories, which we 
believe are true, but which we are too lazy to use. Let us use 
our Truth and make our faces glow with health and joy. 


Lesson 11, March 17 
THE PARALYTIC FORGIVEN AND HEALED—Mark 
2: 11-12. 


Golden Text: “Bless the Lord, O my soul, and forget not 
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all his benefits; who forgiveth all thine iniquities; who healeth 
all thy diseases.”—Psalms 103: 2, 3. 


Again we hear of Jesus healing the sick. This time -the 
crowd listening to him was so great that the four men who 
were carrying the sick man could not hope to push through, 
so they lifted the roof of the house and let the man down at 
Jesus’ feet. Jesus said to the paralytic: “Son, thy sins be for- 
given thee.” 

The stories in the Bible represent things which are going 
on in the minds of each of us. We who are learning the Truth, 
have, all of us, paralytic thoughts in our minds. Old dead 
thoughts, which our real selves tell us are not true, but which 
cling in the dark corners of our minds and pop up whenever 
they get a chance. 

For instance, I know of a boy who carried a paralytic 
thought in his mind for a long time. It was this: “Every win- 
ter I always have la grippe.” When he was a little fellow he 
had allowed that thought to get into his mind, and when he 
learned the Truth, he knew it was not a real true thought, but 
still he almost unconsciously let it keep its corner. It was 
very still all summer, but in the winter it always tried to make 
believe it was true. One day when it had been particularly 
aggravating, we sat down together and decided that every day 
he would go into the silence for ten minutes, and know that 
he was a child of God and that health was his birthright. He 
denied that any old fossil of a thought like that could hold 
him. He forgave it; that is, he gave for it, good, strong 
health thoughts. It let go its hold. 

Maybe your paralytic thought is: “I can’t.” “I can’t learn 
geography; I can’t do arithmetic,” or something like that. 
Whatever your particular thought is, forgive it. Give for it 
good thoughts. Say: “I can and will, because I am the child 
of the Almighty.” 


Lesson 12, March 24 
FEASTING AND FASTING.—Mark 2: 13-22. 


Golden Text: “I came not to call the righteous, but sin- 
ners.”"—Mark 2:17. 


When the disciple Levi, or Matthew, left his work to fol- 
low Jesus, he celebrated by having a feast at his house. At 
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this feast Jesus sat down with many publicans and sinners. 
The Pharisees spoke to the disciples about it. They thought 
it sfrange that a man, claiming to be the Son of God, should 
eat with sinners, but Jesus said: “They that are whole have no 
need of a physician, but they that are sick.” It was these sin- 
ners whom Jesus had come to save. 

The world has come to take such a strange view of sin. 
Ages ago a sinner was one who did not do that which he set 
out to do, one who “fell short of the work.” Today the sinner 
is one who does something, instead of one who fails to do. 
To read all that is written, and hear all that is preached about 
sin, one would be led to believe that it is something strong and 
powerful and positive, while being good is merely not being 
sinful. Rather a state of nothingness. I have heard people, 
who were full of life and energy, say, “Oh, I would rather do 
something in this world, even if I do wrong, than live a color- 
less, tame existence, doing nothing,” and truly I agree with 
them. But what a force for good these same people would 
become if they could know that the old ideas of good and evil 
are false; -that truly evil is only absence of good. It is nothing 
only real force in the universe. Through thinking good 
in itself, merely lack of something. But Good is a force, the 
thoughts, we can create. We can make our lives and the 
things around us just as we would have them. We need not 
be afraid of sin or sinners. They cannot harm us if we are 
positive on the side of good. 
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Lesson 13, March 31 
‘REVIEW 


Golden Text: “The people which sat in darkness saw great 
light; and to them which sat in the region and shadow of death 
light is sprung up.”—Matt. 4: 16. 


In the lessons of the last quarter, we have studied the life 
of Jesus from his boyhood until he was a man, doing the work 
for which he came. 

In every lesson there was at least one thought which, re- 
membered, would help us to live the life we are meant to live, 
the healthy, happy life of children of God. Let us go back and 
discover this. thought in each lesson, then select the one thought 
which most appeals to us and resolve to say it at least three 
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times a day. In that way we will at least get one good thought 
out of the quarter’s work. 


Lesson 1, April 7, 
THE APPEARANCE OF THE RISEN LORD.—I Cor. 
15: 1-11. 
(Easter Lesson) 


Golden Text: “This Jesus hath God raised up, whereof 
we all are witnesses.”—Acts 2:32. 


“He is risen.’ This Easter message year after year is 
echoed throughout the world. We read today how Paul 
preached to the people and proved the fact that Christ had 
really risen. To us the message is far more personal. We 
know that the Christ Spirit which arose then is within us, ready 
to arise and lead us if we will let it. When we learn the Law 
we know that all good is ours through the risen Christ within 
us, and when we begin to practice the Law, we learn that this 
Christ within is really risen and guiding us into paths of peace 
and joy. When we listen to the Voice within, the message will 
ring out, not only on Easter, but every day throughout the year. 


BLANCHE’S CORNER 


PAPER DOLLS 


“It’s a shame,” said the paper lady, 
“To lie on one’s back all day; 

The only change I ever get, 
Is to lie the other way. 

My stove is flat, my husband 
Is as flat as he can be; 

This dreadful flat existence 
Is an awful bore to me. 

Poor Sue lies flat, and Johnny, 
And little baby Bell; 

If only they would make some props, 
And stand us up a spell!” 


The ’plaint of th: poor paper lady has touched me, 
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for I can remember when I was the mistress of a family 
much like hers, and my heart is filled with remorse when 
I think how very flat I always kept them. I am going 
to try to atone by telling you how to stand yours up. 
Perhaps you have around the house a valentine of 
the kind which stands up. Examine it, and paste a strip 
of cardboard on the paper dolls in the same way. Most 
paper dolls are too limber to stand up, so before pasting 
the cardboard on, cut a pattern of the doll from stiff 
paper and paste it on the back. Paper furniture, which 
you can cut from mailorder catalogues, can be made to 
stand in the same way. 
There! I’ve done my duty by the paper family, and 
I hope the lady will change her song to something like 
this: 
“Hurrah for the cardboard standards, 
For by their aid you see, 
This happy band 
Is made to stand; 
- It’s filled us all with glee. 
No longer is my husband flat, 
Poor John, nor sister Sue, 
And baby Bell, 
I'm glad to tell, 
Can stand up straight for you. 
Life is no longer dreary, 
But is all bright and gay; 
And may your life 
Be glad and bright, 
As ours is all the day.” 


Ye editor squeezes into this little corner to tell her 
Wees that Royal and the Boosters have crowded out sev- 
eral of the waiting stories. We will certainly have to 
provide larger quarters if this rush continues—and we 
hope it will. There’s nothing like getting thoroughly 
alive and doing things. Why! do you know every Wee 
of you has it in you to be great and good, and can bring 
to pass wonderful things in this old world of ours. It’s 
for you to make a splendid new world of it. 
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MARCH, 1912 


March, like a schoolboy, comes whistling in, 
Waking from slumber the children of Spring. 
Wind-toss’d and frowzly, boisterous in glee, 
Upsetting brown cradles on bushes and tree; 
Stirring to action the stream and the clod, 
Yanking the blankets from off the gray sod; 
Tumbling and fumbling the clouds in the sky, 
Breezily joking the passersby; 
Vital with energy, strength and good cheer, 
Life-giving, fun-loving March is here. 

—M. 


Be Ir THERE IS A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE Wispom to continue her visits to 
you. You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many 
new treats for her readers, great and small. 


I, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, and | will 
fill their treasuries. 


i 


TREASURE-BOX 


Imecpoa Octavia SHANKLIN 
(A new book) 


story for children which is full of all the fas- 
A cination and charm of a fairy story and yet 

rich with the highest teaching for character 
building. Miss Shanklin’s writings are all virile. 
q ‘Iwo maidens, Walin (pronounced Vahlin) and Basha, 
are looking every day for the coming of a beautiful 
White Princess bearing wonderful treasures. While 
living and playing like all normal children, they are 
storing up ideas and thoughts which are the real treas- 
ures of life. Basha doubted and was willful, and failed 
to do the best she could. Walin was full of faith and 
love and service. ‘The Princess came and found Walin 
ready to go with her, but Basha was left alone on the 
beach, all forlorn. However, the lesson was good for 
Basha; she set about making ready to follow after, and 
finally found her happiness also with the Princess and 

Walin. 
q The little book is most artistically gotten up, with 
numerous pen illustrations and half-tones. It is printed 
in two colors—orange and black. Forty-eight pages. 
Price 50 cents. 
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